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Cawnpore. And now it was towards the scene of these
horrors that the colonel directed his steps. But first he
revisited the bungalow where Lady Munro had lived in
her youth, and where he had seen her for the last time.
It was situated a little outside the suburbs, not far from
the lino of military cantonments.
Nothing of the house remained but ruins, blackened
gables, fallen trees decaying on the ground; all was desola-
tion, for the colonel had permitted nothing to be repaired.
After the lapse of six years the bungalow remained just as
it had been left by the incendiaries.
We spent an hour in this desolate place. Sir Edivard
moved silently among ruins which awoke so many recol-
lections, sometimes closing his eyes, as if in thought he
recalled the happy existence which nothing could ever
restore to him.
At length hastily, and as if doing violence to his feelings,
he returned to us, and left the house.
We almost began to hope this visit would satisfy him.
But no! Sir Edward Munro had resolved to drain to the
dregs the bitterness of the sorrow which overwhelmed him
in this fatal town.
He wished to go the barracks where his heroic wife had
devoted herself so nobly to the care of those who endured
there the horrors of a siege.
These barracks stood in the plain outside the town, and